dishonour for you in my eyes.   Come what may, I am yours whenever
it be your will to claim me."
Hfe held her close. "Brave heart, I shall claim you as soon as I
can offer you a name that I have placed beyond the reach of all reproach.
I stake all I have and am upon the board to win it, and so win you."
"Yet if you should not	"
He interrupted her. • If I should not . . ." And there he
checked. He smiled very tenderly into her widening eyes. "We'll not
consider it. If I should fail where so much waits to reward success, I
shall have proved that I do not deserve you.'*
But she was not deceived. She knew that what he meant when he
spoke of staking all was that he would not survive failure; and con-
sidering what she knew there would be for him if he failed, her distress
could scarcely bring her to any other wish for him.
Her eyes were dimmed by unshed tears, for it was in her mind that
she might be looking her last upon him.   "I shall never be more«
proud of you than I am now, my Prospero.   I shall be on my knees ia
prayer for you until you come back to me."
"What mightier buckler could I have, dear love ? Trust you to my
fortune as I trust to your prayers.*'
On that he had her close in a farewell embrace, and there was almost
a gay note in his parting assurance that he would no l be long away.
But now, seated alone in the luxurious tabernacle of the Prosper^
as in the fading daylight the little licet crept with creak and splash of
oars past the headland of Posilipo, his confidence was lost in the pain
of the reflection that only by a miracle would he ever see her again.
There was a heavy step on the poop, and the portly figure of Don
AIva.ro (Hied the arched entrance of the cabin. Prospero sighed, and
spoke his thought aloud.
"Love should have no place in a soldier's life. For love renders
life too desirable and makes a man fear to lose it."
"But also," said the light-hearted Castilian gentleman, "it lends the
soldier a fury to preserve it that makes him victorious against every
odd. That, at least, is the lesson life has taught me, and I think it is
ihe lesson you are now to teach Messcr Drugut. His Highness of
Orange may regard us as sacrificial offerings." He chuckled. "Not
so do I, We go to reap laurels, Don Prospero.'*
XXXL   MARS ULTOR
tiik oars wkke plied all through that Monday night without surcease,
and the Neapolitan squadron ploughed a course in line, the capitana in
the rear* Immediately ahead of her, in tow of four of the galleys, went
a heavily armed Andalusian galleon, which Prospero had been inspired
to include in his fleet* The Prince of Orange had at first opposed it,
on the ground that if there should be a continued absence of wind this
galleon" would delay them at a time when speed was the paramount
consideration*
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